
Loties Labour* slott. 

Kin. Why take you hands then? 

Kin M°* e mcafure of this mcafure , be not nice. 

Rofa Wecan afford no more atfuch a price. 

j/^Prife your felues: What buyesyour companies 

Rofa. Your abfencconcly. 

K’ta.That can neuerbe, __ , 

Rofa. Then cannot wc be bought s and io adue. 

Twice to vour Viforc, and halfe once to you* 

Rofa. Inpriuaieihen. 

ft 

Metbegiine, W ort, andMalmeley } well runne dice. 

There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

«hu Seuenth Iweet adue,fineeyoucancogg. 

He play no more with you. 

Ber. One word in fecrer. 

On. Let knot be fvveec. 

~Bcr. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Ou. Gall bitter. 

Mar. Name it. 

‘Dam. Faire Ladie. 

CMar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord . 

Take yeu thac for your faire Lady. 

Dm. Pleafeityou, ; , .. 

t . 

foL You hale a double tongue within y our mask. 
Long. A Calfe faire Ladie ? 


tom labours loft* 

CMar. .No,afaireLordGalfe. 

q,. 

foyet. The tongues of mocking wenches arc as keenc 

IOW. B Fa«well' maddc Wenches you haue Ample wits. 

“ Exetmt* 

G> tl . Twentie adieus my frozen iMufcotute*. 

r Jfa. Wei-lilting wits they haue s groffe,groffe, fat, fat. 

0u. O pouertie in wit, Kingly poor* flout, 

WilUhey not( thinke you) hang themfelues to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes fliew their faces : 

This pert Ber drone was out of countenance quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word, f 
Q u . Beror>ne&& fweare himfelfe out of all fute, 
MorLDumaine was at my feruice, and his fword •• 

No poynt (quoth I :) my feruant ftraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord LengauM aid 1 came orehisheart .• 

And trow you what he call'd me ? 

Qualmc perhaps. 

Kat . Yes in good faith. 

fhtj GoficknelTeasthouavt. 

Rof. Well better witsbauewerne plainc ftatucecaps, 

But will you heare; the King is my louc fwornc, ■ „ 
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